A COMEDY IN CHAPTERS
though so narrowly. But perhaps at this remote season the embarrassment of a rencounter would not have been intense. At Knollsea he entered the steamer for Sandbourne.
Mr. Chickerel and his family now lived at Firtop Villa in that place, a house which, like many others, had been built since Julian's last visit to the town. He was directed to the outskirts, and into a fir plantation where drives and intersecting- roads had been laid out, and where new villas had sprung up like mushrooms. He entered by a swing gate, on which 'Firtop' was painted, and a maid - servant showed him into a neatly-furnished room, containing Mr. Chickerel, Mrs, Chickerel, and Picotee, the matron being reclined on a couch, which improved health had permitted her to substitude for a bed.
He had been expected, and all were glad to see again the sojourner in foreign lands, even down to the lady-like tabby, who was all purr and warmth towards him except when she was all claws and coldness. But had the prime sentiment of the meeting shown itself it would have been the unqualified surprise of Christopher at seeing how much Pico tee's face had grown to resemble her sister's: it was less a resemblance in contours than in expression and tone.
They had an early tea, and then Mr. Chickerel, sitting* in a patriarchal chair, conversed pleasantly with his j^uest, being well acquainted with him through other members of the family. They talked of Julian's residence at different Italian towns with his sister; of Faith, who was at the present moment staying with some old friends in Melchester ; and, as was inevitable, the discourse hovered over and settled upon Ethelberta, the prime ruler of the courses of them all, with little exception, through recent years.
4 It was a hard struggle for her/ said Chickerel, looking reflectively out at the fir trees. ' I never thought the girl would have got through it. When she first entered the house everybody was against her.
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